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have many flaws and blemishes. I
am a traveller in the great world-
path, my garments are dirty, and my
feet are bleeding with thorns. Where
should I achieve flower-beauty, the
unsullied loveliness of a moment's
life ? The gift that I proudly bring
you is the heart of a woman. Here
have all pains and joys gathered,
the hopes and fears and shames of a
daughter of the dust; here love springs
up struggling toward immortal life.
Herein lies an imperfection which yet
is noble and grand. If the flower-
service is finished, my master, accept
this as your servant for the days to
come !

I am Chitra, the king's daughter.
Perhaps you will remember the day
when a woman came to you in the
temple of Shiva, her body loaded with
ornaments and finery. That shame-
less woman came to court you as